Lorn Labour s lojk 

(On. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceed good Alexander. 

Cur.tvhen in the world I lined, I wasthe worlds Commander. 

Boyet. Moft true, ’tis right : you were lo lA/ifander. 

Bcr. Pompey the great. 

flo. Your feruant and Cofiard. 

Ber. Takeaway the Conqueror, take away zAlifander. 

flow. O firyouhaueoucrchrowneexf/^Wfr the conque- 
ror:you will be ferap’d out of the painted doth fox thistyour li- 
on that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofc-ftoole, will be giuen 
toAiax. He will be the ninth worthie. A Conqueror , ? andaf. 
fraid tofpeake?Runneaway for fiiame zAlifander. There an’t 
lhall pleafe you : a foolifh railde manjan honeft man,lookc you, 
andfoonedalht. He is a maruellous good neighbour inlooch, 
and a very good Bowler: but fer Alijandar, alas you fee, how 
at’s a little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a commingwill 
fpeake their mindc in fome ocher fort. Exit flt. 

ffu. Stand afide good Pompey . 

Enter'd? edant for ludas, and theBoy for Hercules. 

Bed. Great Hercules isprefented by this Irope. 

Whofe Club kil’d flrberus that three-headed Cantu, 

And when he was a babe, achilde, aflmmpe, 

Thus did he ftranglc Serpencsin his Manus i 
gluoniam, hefeemeth in minoritie, 

Ergo, 1 come with this Apologie. 

Xeepefomcftaeein thy £w>,and vanilh. Exit Boy C 

Bed. lu&nlam.. 

Dum. A ludas ? 

Bed. Ifcariotfir. 
ludas Jam, yclyped CMachabeus. . 

Dum. ludas Machabeus dipt, is plaine Tudas. 

Ber. A kilsing Traitor, How arc thou prou’d ludas ? 

Bed. ludas lam. 

Dum. The more fiiame for you ludas.. 

'Bed. What meanc you fir, ? 

Boy, 1 o make fudas hang himfelfe. 

- Fed. Begin (ir, you arc my elder. 

Ber, Well follow^, ludas. ms hang’d onan Eider# 

"" BecL. 


Loues Labour slojL 

Bed. I will not be put of countenance. 

Ber. Becaufethcu halt no face. 

Bed. What is this > 

Boy, A Cittcme head, 

Dum. The head ofa bodkin. 

Ber. Adeathsfacein a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarcefeene. 

Boy. The Pummellof CafarsVmlchion. 

Dum. The caru’d- bone face on a Flaske. 

Ber. Saint Georgeshalfe chceke in a brooch. 

Dum. I, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worneinthecapofa Tooth-drawer! 

And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance. 
Bed. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen theefaces. 

Bed. But you haue out-fac’d them all, 

Ber. And thou wert a Lion, we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is an Affe, let him goe : 

Andfo adieu fwcec lade. Nay, why doft thou Hay ? 

D urn. For the latter end of his name. 

B er. For the AJfe to the Jude rgiuc it him. Iud-as away. 
Fed. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounfier/#<fa.r,it growesdark,he may (tumble. 
flyte. Alas poorc Machabeus , how hath he beene baited. 

Enter Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head zAchilles, heere comes HeElor in Armes. 
Dum. Though my mockcs come home Py me, 1 will now be 
anerrie. 

King. HeElor wasbut aTroyaninrefpeft of this. 

Boy. But isthis HeElor ? 

Kin. I thinke HeElor ms not fo clcane timber’d. 

Lon. His legge is too big for HeElor. 

Dum. More Calfe certain e. 

Boy. No he is beft indued inthe fmall. 

Ber. This cannot be HeElor. 

Dum. He’s a God or a Painter, for he makes faces. 

Ber. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty ,gaue 
He&or a gift, 

la Dum. 
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